THE    VORTEX                   ACT II
PAWNTE :  With that figure he ought to be marvellous.
HELEN :    He's too athletic.
PAWNIB : Anyhow, I'm sure he's a success at the
Bath Club.
HELEN :   Doesn't Florence look astounding ?
PAWNIE: Absolutely. She knows exactly what
suits her.
HELEN :   Where's David ?
PAWNTE :    He went off to his study to smoke.
HELEN : I do wish Florence wouldn't be irritable
with him in front of everybody, I felt acutely un-
comfortable at dinner.
PAWNEE : It makes Nicky furious as a rule, but to-
night he was too occupied with that stupid little fool
Bunty Mainwaring to take any notice.
HELEN :    She's an excellent type.
PAWNIE : Very average ; I only hope nothing will
come of Nicky's mania for her*
HELEN :   I don't think we need worry.
PAWNIE :   Why ?
HELEN :    Wait and see, my dear.
CLARA (having NICKY at the piano and advancing on
PAWNEE) : Come and dance, Pawnie, and tell me how
divinely I sang on Tuesday.
PAWNIE (agreeably):   You didn't.
CLARA :   Ten for cruelty.
They start to dance.   HELEN moves over to the
mantelpiece for a cigarette.
HELEN :   Have you a match, Nicky ?
NICKY :   Isn't this a marvellous tune ?
HELEN : Fascinating 1 (She goes over and sits next to
tim. Gently slipping her band into bis coat pocket.} Darling,
I do want a match. (She brings out a little box.} What
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